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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE HAMMER 

I have seen 

The old gods go 

And the new gods come. 

Day by day 
And year by year 
The idols fall 
And the idols rise. 

Today 

I worship the hammer. 

AT A WINDOW 

Give me hunger, 

O you gods that sit and give 

The world its orders. 

Give me hunger, pain and want, 

Shut me out with shame and failure 

From your doors of gold and fame, 

Give me your shabbiest, weariest hunger! 

But leave me a little love, 
A voice to speak to me in the day end, 
A hand to touch me in the dark room 
Breaking the long loneliness. 
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Chicago Poems 

In the dusk of day-shapes 

Blurring the sunset, 

One little wandering, western star 

Thrust out from the changing shores of shadow. 

Let me go to the window, 

Watch there the day-shapes of dusk 

And wait and know the coming 

Of a little love. 

LOST 

Desolate and lone 

All night long on the lake 

Where fog trails and mist creeps, 

The whistle of a boat 

Calls and cries unendingly, 

Like some lost child 

In tears and trouble 

Hunting the harbor's breast 

And the harbor's eyes. 

WHO AM I? 

My head knocks against the stars. 

My feet are on the hilltops. 

My finger-tips are in the valleys and shores of universal 

life. 
Down in the sounding foam of primal things I reach my 

hands and play with pebbles of destiny. 
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